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isom-ihe  mothferi Ujbooks  and  trays  ; and  the  noisy  vestibule  is  at 
to  /» lonco  deserted.  Let  us  follow  the  last  batch 
’up  the  stairs. 

This  is  a physician’s  ward.  At  this  houi 
all  the  patients  are  in  betl  to  await  their 
doctor’*  visit.  The  cluster  of  student*  follow 
the  physician,  and  settle  for  a few  minutes 
here  and  there  upon  particular  l*-ds,  as  they 
proceed  down  tne  long  vista  of  sufferer*. 
The  |*ntients  are  quiet  enough  whilst  the 
physicians  are  present ; but  we  will  just 
look  in  half  nn-honr  hence  and  see  what 
a change  there  will  be.  At  the  end  of  each 
ward  is  a room  for  the  nurse.  See  how  she 
has  contrived  to  make  it  look  like  home  ; 
the  bit  of  carpet,  the  canary,  the  pictures 
r<>und  the  walls,  all  express  an  individuality 
strongly  in  contrast  with  tho  bare  monotonous 
asjiect  of  the  open  ward.  Meanwhile  the 
swarm  of  black  f>ocs  is  pitching  upon  a distant 
l>ed  ; before  we  can  reach  it,  however,  a little 
Ik-11  rings,  and  all  tho  patients*  eyes  turn  to- 
wards a particular  part  of  the  wall.  There 
we  see  a large  dial,  like  that  of  a barometer, 
with  a hand  in  the  centre.  Round  it  are  the 
names  of  the  medical  officers,  nurses,  and  the 
words  accident,  operation,  chapel,  &c.  There 
is  one  of  these  dials  in  every  ward,  and  all 
are  worked  by  a series  of  iron  roils  which 
communicate  with  each  other,  the  impulse 
being  given  by  the  porter  below  in  the 
hall.  By  this  means  anything  that  is  going 
on  in  the  Hospital  is  known  simultaneously 
at  every  part  of  it.  The  bell  that  has 
just  rung  is  part  of  the  apparatus,  and 
draws  attention  to  the  movements  of  tho 
hand.  It  stops  at  “operation  ;’*  and  in  a 
minute  afterwards  a long  line  of  students 
are  seen  winding  up  the  stairs,  the  surgeon 
at  their  head.  He  looks  calm  ; hut  depend 
“ High  Change”  at  the  Hospital.  Dotted  upon  it,  he  bears  an  anxious  mind,  for  lift* 
out,  nmoDg  the  living  mass,  are  some  who  and  reputation  wait  upon  his  skill.  Let  ns 
tv  little  wooden  trays  filled  with  lint  and  follow  the  crowd ; a new  spirit  has  come 
rgieal  instruments.  These  are  “ dressers,”  . over  the  students  ; — the  jolliest  and  most 
liting  for  the  surgeons  to  make  their  daily  . careless  walk  up  steadily  and  silently.  It  is 
und  of  the  wards.  Others  have  long  to  be  a tremendous  operation — on<*  of  the 
ecn  books  tucked  under  their  arms  : these  , great  arteries,  deep  down  in  the  pelvis,  has  to 
e the  clerks  of  the  physicians,  whose  duty  be  tied,  and  no  one  kuows  how  it  tuay 
is  to  post  up,  day  by  day,  the  progress  terminate, 
bf  the  patients,  until  “ dead”  or  “recovered”  Steadily  and  quietly  tho  Ojierating  Theatre 
|loses  the  account.  They  are  all  looking  into  1 is  overflowed  from  the  top  benches,  and  the 
Board-room,  and  expecting  the  advent  spectator  looks  down  upon  a hollow  cone  of 
[of  the  big  Medicine-men.  The  younger  men  human  heads.  The  focus  of  this  living  mass 
jard  this  room  with  awe  ; for,  to  them,  it  is  is  the  operating  table,  on  which,  covered  with 
Kealed  book  ; and  they  wonder  if  the  time  a sheet,  lies  the  anxious  patient ; and  every 
brill  ever  come  when  they  will  lounge  care- ! now  and  then  he  sweeps  with  an  anxious 
le&dy  in  and  out  of  it,  or  have  their  portraits  glance  the  sea  of  heads  which  surrounds  him. 
■ttng  upon  the  walls,  or  their  busts  placed  . Close  to  him  is  the  surgeon  ; his  white  cuffs 
Spon  brackets.  j lightly  turned  up,  examining  carelessly  a 

• Now,  the  Board-room  door  opens  : a surgeon  gleaming  knife,  and  talking  in  whispers  to 
bines  out,  wheels  to  the  right,  strides  down  his  colleagues  and  assistants. 

tho  passage,  and  off  goes  one  of  the  trays  and  Slowly  the  bewildered  countenance  of  the 

♦ broil  of  students.  A physician  follows,  and  patient  relaxes, — his  eyes  close, — he  breathes 
tin-  ns  to  the  left : with  him  flies  a green  book  peacefully, — he  sleeps,  under  the  }*»neficent 
tod  another  ring  of  satellites.  Surgeons  and  influence  of  chloroform,  like  a two-years’ 
physicians  follow,  oue  after  another,  each  old  child.  The  sheet  is  removed,  and  there 
taking  up  his  little  crowd  of  followers,  green  lies  a motionless,  helpless,  nerve-numbed  life  ; 


[saint  GEORGl^_^ 

At  the  most  activK^on$d{  most 

jtive  lane  of  the  great  nffttrftjvfffoT  stands  a 
large  building  of  the  |»seudo-cla.s*ical  style. 
Its  vast  monotonous  white  think,  exp  m<I  to 
the  full  roar  of  Piccadilly,  gives  no  sign  of 
or  animation  ; and  if  it  were  not  for  the 
iscription  on  its  frieze,  “supported  by  volun- 
iry  contributions,”  it  might  be  taken  for  a 
rorkhouse,  or  for  one  of  Kush’s  palaces.  Will 
the  reader  be  conducted  through  tho  laby- 
Lltbs  of  Saint  George’s  Hospital,  and  see 
me  thing  of  the  eternal  fight  that  every  day 
iholds  between  tho  good  Saint  George  and 
Itlir  undying  1 hragon  ox  I liaea 

But  let  him  not  enter  with  the  idea  that 
[there  is  anything  repulsive  in  the  contempla- 
tion of  this  congregation  of  human  sufferers  ; 
abut  rather  with  a sense  of  the  beneficence  of 
|an  institution,  which  snatches  poor  helpless 
"features  from  the  depressing  influences  of 
boisome  alleys,  or  the  fever-jungles  of  pesti- 
lential courts,  and  opens  to  them  here — in  the 
ie  air,  where  a palace  might  be  proud  to 
mt  itself — a home,  with  benevolence  and 
barity  as  their  friends  and  servitors.  Neither 
pust  he  look  with  a half-averted  glance  upon 
scenes  we  have  to  show  him  ; for  their 
uni  is  to  render  the  anguish  of  one  sufferer 
kubservient  to  the  future  ease  of  some  suc- 
ieding  sufferer ; to  make  great  Death  himself 
flay  tribute  to  the  living. 

As  we  enter  and  proceed  into  the  fine  ves- 
tibule, a crowd  of  students  are  seen  hanging 
the  Board-room  door.  It  is  one  o’clock, 
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Bronchitis  ; and  how  confident  iallyth&  Dropsy 
is  whispering  to  the  St.  Vitus’s  Dance. 


an  assistant  pushes  back  the  eyelid,  and  the 
fixed  eye  stares  vacantly  at  the  roof. 

The 'student  below  us  clutches  the  bars  in  The  fair-haired  girl,  with  the  large  lustrous 
front  of  him.  It  is  his  first  operation  ; and  he  1 eyes,  is  making  up  a bonnet  for  the  coming 
wishes  he  were  far  away  ; and  wonders  how  spring — poor  girl ! before  that  time  come% 
the  nurses  can  stand  so  calmly,  waiting  with  j the  dark  screen  will,  in  all  probability,  l>e 
the  warm  sponges.  1 drawn  round  her  bed,  and  theu  all  the  vara 

There  is  a sudden  movement  forward  of  j will  know  what  has  happened. 
every  head  ; and  then  a dead  silence.  The  Anything  to  get  rid  of  enjuri  in  the  hos- 
surgeon  has  broken  into  the  house  of  I pi  tab  As  we  pass  the  men’s  ward,  that  rough 
life,  and  every  eye  converges  towanls  his  navigator  washes  up  his  own  tea-things ; 
hands,  — those  hands  that  manipulate  so  that  convalescent  cabman  smooths  the  little 
r.ilmly — tli  . t!  . . 


where  vision  cannot  penetrate,  and  which 
single  out  unerringly,  amid  the  tangled  net- 
work of  the  frame,  the  life-duct  that  they 
want.  For  a moment  there  is  a painful 
pause  ; an  instrument  has  to  be  changed,  and 
t he  operator  whispers  to  his  assistant.  u Some- 
thing is  going  wrong,”  flashes  iu  a moment 


on,  the  poor 

shattered  tailor  helps  his  fellow  iu  mis- 
fortune to  walk,  with  the  inverted  sweeping- 
brush as  a crutch ! The  tenderness  and 
sympathy  ym  see  rough  fellows  show  iu 
hospitals  is  very  touching. 

1 he  basement  floor  is  mostly  given  up  to 
the  piirp  >-'<■  *.f  the  Medical  EmIiooI  and  the 
through  every  mind.  No! — the  fingers  pro- 1 students.  The  library  is  there  ; its  windows 
. . it h a precision  that  reassures  ; the  look  out  u dv  garden  (why  should 

artery  is  tied;  and  the  life  that  trembled  upon  hospitals  hav  • sickly  gardens,  when  covered 
the  verge  of  eternity  is  called  back,  and  se-  j glass  conservatories*  affording  an  equable 
it  ' l by  a loon  of  whipcord  ! , might  be  so  en>. 

There  is  a buzz,  and  a general  m Wh  re  boob  OO  DO<  prevail, 

in  the  Theatre;  the  huge  hollow  cone  of  heads  the  walls  are  covered  with  full-length  plates 
turns  round,  and  becomes  a cloud  of  white  j of  the  human  form,  dressed  iu  light  suiU 

of  blue  and  red  piping.  In  the  corner 
sits  a young  anchorite  mournfully  contem- 
plating a skull ; — he  is  only  a first-year’s  man 
having  a ‘‘  grind  at  the  bones.”  Two  or  three 
more  are  in  close  consultation  with  that 
“ rough  sketch  of  man,”  suspended  by  a cord 
from  the  ceiling ; they  are  articulating  hu 


faces — no  longer  anxious.  Some  students 
vault  over  the  backs  of  the  seats  ; others 
swing  up  by  the  force  of  their  arms  ; the 
whole  human  cone  boils  over  the  top  benches, 
and  pours  out  at  the  doors.  Brown  pulls 
Jones’s  hair  playfully ; whereupon  Jones 
“ bonnets  ” llobinson  ; and  there  is  a uni- 


versal “ scrimmage”  on  the  stairs.  Can  these  joints,  and  rubbing  up  their  own  brains  for  an 
be  the  same  silent,  grave-looking  students  we  examination.  Another  group  by  the  fire-place 
saw'  half-an-hour  since  ? Yes  ! Who  expects  is  holding  a black  inquest  upon  some  pro- 
medical  students  to  keep  grave  more  than  [ ceeding  of  the  big  Medicine-men  up-stairs 


half-an-hoor  ? [young  students  are  so  very  critical.  Iu 

As  we  pass  down  stairs  towards  the  base-  few  years  these  seemingly  thoughtless  young 
ment,  we  see  the  wards  opening  out  on  either  fellows  will  be  spread  the  wide  world  over; 
hand.  These  are  the  surgeons’  wards;  and  yon  j some,  in  the  golden  East;  some,  skirting  the 
look  upon  long  vistas  of  “fractures,”  and  of  con- 1 pestilential  shores  of  Africa ; some,  iu  the  new 
valescent  operation  cases.  The  “dressers”  are  Australian  world  ; some,  in  remote  hamlets, 
at  work,  and  trays  now  come  into  full  play.  some  iu  the  fever-stricken  depths  of  cities— 
A stranger’s  preconceived  ideas  of  tne  suf-  all  bent  upon  the  mission  of  warring  with 
fering  in  an  hospital  are  not  at  all  borne  out  the  grim  Dragon— disease, 
by  the  appearance  of  the  patients  generally. ' But  we  must  pass  ou,  as  wo  have  yet 
Many  of  them  are  quietly  reading  the  better-  much  to  see.  This  is  the  lecture-room,  now 
class  cheap  literature  of  the  day  ; others  are  well  the  students  know  that  hideous  cast 
conversing  round  the  ample  fire.  The  little  l over  the  glass  case,  with  the  notch  and 
child,  with  its  leg  in  a splint,  is  as  merry  as  1 swelling  iu  its  neck  ; their  chief  poiut  of  view 
possible,  with  its  bed  covered  with  playthings. ; iu  many  a long  lecture.  Through  the  lecture- 
Everything  that  humanity  can  dictate,  or  to  room  is  the  Pathological  Museum,  surrounded 


which  art  can  minister,  is  supplied.  The 
most  eminent  medical  men — whose  attendance 
sometimes  the  rich  cannot  purchase — watch 
the  patient  with  all  due  art  and  skill  ; 
whilst  carefully-trained  nurses  are  at  hand 


by  armies  of  cold  shiny  bottles.  These  con- 
tain contributions  from  the  dead  to  th 
living — of  disease  to  health.  It  seems  wonder- 
ful how  the  poor  human  frame  manages  to 
rub  on  at  all ; subject  as  we  here  see  it  is,  to 
day  and  night,  to  ease  his  tired  limb,  or  to  | such  innumerable  maladies.  But  it  does 
. othe  his  racking  pain.  contrive  ; and  many  of  these  “specimens 


Below,  again,  is  the  floor  devoted  to  the 
medical  cases  ; which  we  have  already  passed 
through  : but  it  does  not  look  like  the  same 
ward.  See  how  that  Rheumatism  case  has 
struck  up  an  acquaintance  with  the  Chronic 


are  the  triumphs  of  the  surgeon’s  skill  uv 
the  destroyer.  Scores  of  men  walk  al>out 
well  and  hearty  who  could  recognise  their  own 
peculiar  property  amoug  these  bottles,  and 


who  remember  with  gratitude  the  successful 
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burglary  committed  upon  their  own  bodies, 
ivhen  mortal  pain  was  stolen  from  them  as 
[they  sweetly  slept. 

There  is  the  representation  of  a woman 
who  seems  to  have  been  devoted  l'rom  her 
kouth  up  to  the  nourishment  of  that  huge, 
bale  pumpkin  growing  from  her  neck  ; there 
\re  casts  of  bands  sprouting  with  super- 
numerary fingers.  Here  are  models  ot  fear- 
ful faces  in  wax,  whicli  call  to  mind  Madame 
Tussaud’s  Chamber  of  Horrors.  Next  comes 
skeleton  almost  tied  up  into  a knot  by 
iisease  ; above  our  head  is  a shelf  devoted 
p a whole  infant  population,  not  constituted 
Kactly  according  to  pattern.  “ But  what  is 
11  this  boiled  tripe  for  ? ” says  the  visitor. 
Soiled  tripe,  my  visitor  ! These  arc  the  real 
aluables  of  the  Museum,  and  each  bottle  has 
;fcs  separate  and  absorbing  history  posted  on 
[hat  great  blood-red  ledger. 

The  mere  curiosities  of  the  place  are  to  be 
bund  in  this  glass  case.  There  you  see  the 
lalf- sovereign  that  stuck  in  Mr.  Brunei’s  wind- 
pipe : a present  from  its  late  proprietor,  who 
fas  doubtless  as  glad  to  get  rid  of  it  as  we, 
be  public,  were  to  learn  that  he  had  done 
io  ; for  Mr.  Brunei  is  not  a man  whom  we 
bn,  on  any  terms,  afford  to  lose.  There 
s a long  tube  filled  with  the  very  best  Japan 
nk  (for  so  it  seems),  taken  out  of  a tumour, 
fence  that  have  lain  'perdu  for  months  in  the 
lomacli,  and  knives  that  have  made  the  grand 
ur  without  inconvenience,  lie  side  by  side  ; 
hd  here  is  a packet  of  needles  that  came  out 
pnultaneously  all  over  a young  lady’s  body. 
)o  you  see  that  hide  1 Take  off  your  hat,  for 
(ou  owe  it  some  reverence ; the  pretty  girl 
pu  love,  but  for  the  late  occupant  of  that 
kin,  might  have  been  a loathsome  fright, 
mat  is  the  hide  of  the  sacred  cow  from 
rhich  Jenner  took  the  first  vaccine  matter. 

But  what  are  they  doing  in  that  little  room 
lleyond  ; opening  Goldner’s  Canisters  ? No, 
io  : there  sit  the  curator  and  his  assistant 
lutting  up  “ preparations.”  Why  is  he  in- 
vested so  much  about  that  bit  of  cartilage  ? 
Vhy  does  he  so  carefully  put  away  that  piece 
f fractured  bone  ? What  mystery  lies  in  that 
ittle  soft  grey  mass,  that  he  should  scrutinise 
so  narrowly  with  the  microscope,  adjusting' 
nd  re-adjusting  the-screws  with  such  nervous 
igerness  ? These  are  the  hieroglyphics 
hich  must  be  deciphered  ere  the  great 
idden  language  of  disease  can  be  discovered ; 
lese  are  the  painstaking  labours  by  which 
aence  creeps  on  from  point  to  point. 

The  next  door  leads  to  the  Blue  Beard’s 
amber  of  the  establishment,  which  we  will 
explore.  Another  step  takes  us  into 
Post  Mortem  Theatre.  There,  upon  that 
d slab  underneath  the  sheet,  you  trace 
jat  dread  mysterious  outline,  which  appals 
lore  than  the  uncovered  truth.  It  has  been 
bought  from  the  ward  above  to  answer  some 
igma,  which  has  baffled  the  questioning 
the  physician  for  months  ; and  here,  in 
e face  of  his  class,  his  judgment  and  skill 


will  speedily  be  tested,  and  the  knife  will 
show'  us  what  has  brought  to  a stand  still  j 
i lie  curious  and  delicate  machinery  of  life.  [ 
Think  not,  however,  that  nature  yields  up 
her  secrets  without,  sometimes,  exacting  a l| 
terrible  retribution  upon  those  who  would  pry  j 
into  her  innermost  workings.  The  faintest  I 
puncture  upon  the  surgeon's  hand,  the  least  | 
abrasion  of  the  cuticle  with  the  knife  that 
has  drunk  the  venom  of  the  body,  has  been 
known  to  kill  as  surely  as  the  most  subtly  ! 
concocted  poison  ever  administered  by  Italian  1 
revenge. 

But  let  us  return  to  the  ground-floor  wards. 
These  wards,  right  and  left,  are  consigned  to  J 
the  surgeons  : you  see,  as  you  pass,  the  long 
perspective  of  “ accidents,”  to  which  the 
ground-floor  is  mainly  devoted,  on  account  j 
of  its  proximity  to  the  street. 

But  that  room  filled  with  such  decent-  , 
looking  persons — what  are  they  doing  there,  | 
ranged  round  the  wall  ? These  are  the  out- 
patients ; the  sickly  troop  that  flocks  day  by 
day  for  relief.  Do  you  wish  to  know  how 
terrible  the  sufferings,  how  fearful  the 
struggles,  of  “ respectable  poverty  ? ” Go,  ! 
then,  and  listen  to  the  questions  the  physician 
puts  to  them  one  by  one,  and  you  will  come 
out  saddened  and  astonished.  There  is  one 
disease  which  haunts  that  room  to  which  he  j 
cannot  minister,  one  quiver  from  which  issue  ! 
unseen  the  arrows  of  death,  which  he  cannot 
avert.  Listen  whilst  he  questions  that  neatly 
dressed  young  woman  : “ How  have  you  been 
living  % ” She  hangs  her  head,  fences  with 
the  query,  and  is  silent  ; pressed  kindly,  she 
confesses,  a little  tea  and  bread  have  been  her 
only  nourishment  for  months.  Wait  a few 
minutes  until  the  men  are  called  in,  and  you 
shall  hear  that  wasted  giant,  in  the  adjoining 
room,  make  still  the  same  reply ; “ tea  and 
bread  for  months  ” have  dragged  his  herculean 
frame  to  the  ground.  They  do  not  complain ; 
they  take  it  as  a matter  of  course. 

As  we  leave  the  Hospital  the  clock  strikes 
three,  the  “ seeing  hour  ” of  the  poor  patients 
in  the  wards  ; the  crowd  of  visitors  who  have 
been  waiting  outside  the  doors  press  in,  and 
throng  up  the  vestibule.  The  burly  porter, 
however,  posts  himself  in  front,  and  dodges 
about  like  a boy  who  heads  a flock  of  bolting 
sheep.  Now  he  pounces  upon  an  old  fish- 
woman  who  tries  to  rush  past  him.  What  is 
he  about  ? Flat  pick-pocketing,  by  all  that  is 
sacred  ! Is  he  going  to  rob  the  woman  of  her 
seed-cake  1 Scarcely  is  she  past,  than  he 
dives  into  the  capacious  pocket  of  the  second, 
and  comes  up  with  half-a-dozen  oranges ; a 
third  is  eased  of  a two-ounce  bottle  of  gin  ; 
a fourth,  in  evident  trepidation,  gives  up  a 
pound  of  sugar;  a fifth — to  her  he  gives  a 
low  bow,  and  she  passes  on  in  “ maiden  medi- 
tation, fancy  free.”  She,  be  sure,  is  one  of 
the  “ Governors.”  This  momentary  suspen- 
sion of  his  powers,  makes  him  a very  tiger 
after  “ trash  and  messes  ; ” a fresh  onslaught 
is  commenced,  and  scarce  a person  but  is 
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mulcted  of  some  article  ; and  liis  eye  rests 
upon  the  table  covered  with  the  spoils  with 
the  complacency  of  a man  who  has  done  his 
duty.  This  stem  janitor  is  the  percolator  of 
the  establishment,  through  whom  the  visitors 
are  strained  of  the  deleterious  ingredients 
they  would  smuggle  to  their  friends. 

Let  us  take  one  more  peep  into  the  wards 
before  we  go.  Who  would  think  he  was  in 
an  hospital,  and  that  lie  was  surrounded  by 
disease  ? Each  bed  is  a divan,  and  each 
p>atient  gives  audience  to  a host  of  friends.  A 
thousand  kind  greetings  are  heard  on  every 
hand,  and  the  lines  that  pain  has  long  been 
graving  in  the  countenance,  joy  and  affection 
for  a moment  efface.  Did  we  say  each  bed 
was  thronged  with  friends  ? Ah,  no  ! not  all  ! 
Here  and  there  we  see  a gap  in  the  chain  of 
human  sympathy — a poor  sufferer,  by  whose 
lonely  bed  no  friend  waits. 

Let  us  come  out  once  more  into  the  air. 

The  fresh  breeze  of  the  Park  seems  sweet 
after  the  close  atmosphere  of  St.  George’s  ; 
yet  sweeter  seem  the  actions  of  the  merciful. 
As  we  pass  the  corner  of  the  hospital,  the  eye 
catches  an  inscription  upon  a porcelain  slab 
let  into  the  wall.  The  words  are  simple 

“ In  aid  of  those  patients  who  leave  this  Hospital 
homeless  and  in  need.” 

Below,  is  an  opening  for  the  reception  of  gifts, 
so  that  the  poorest  and  most  friendless  go  not 
uncared  for.  This  little  arrangement  is  “ the 
corner-stone  of  faith  ” of  one  of  the  benevolent 
physicians.  He  imagined  that  a constantly 
open  hand — for  the  wounded — held  out  at  this 
thronged  corner,  might  not  be  without  its 
effect,  and  his  confidence  in  the  good  side  of 
human  nature  was  not  ill-placed.  As  much  as 
twelve  pounds  have  been  taken  from  the  box 
in  one  week — glittering  gold  and  silver  mixed 
with  pence  and  farthings,  attesting  that  j 
human  sympathy  is  not  of  class  or  degree. 
In  the  full  light  of  day,  whilst  the  tide  of  life 
has  been  swiftly  flowing  past,  many  a rough 
hand  has  dropped  its  contribution  ; and  in  the 
silent  night,  when  the  bright  stars  above  have 
been  the  only  witnesses,  many  a rich  gift  has 
been  deposited ; together  with  the  good 
wishes  of  compassionate  and  sympathising 
human  hearts. 


AN  EMIGRANT’S  GLANCE  HOMEWARD. 

Far,  far  from  those  whose  tender  watchings  bred  me; 
Far  from  the  hedge-row  haunts  that  pleased  my 
youth  ; 

Far  from  the  friends  whose  gentle  teachings  led  me 
In  the  blest  ways  of  innocence  and  truth  ; 

E’en  from  my  own  peculiar  Northern  Star, 

From  every  childish  memory,  I am  far  ! 

Perchance  no  more  may  meet  my  foreign  ear 
The  chastened  kindness  of  a brother’s  tone  ; 

A mother’s  voice  no  more  may  call  me  dear, 

In  the  fond  language  only  mothers  own  ; 

And  she,  whose  name  is  never  named  by  me, 

The  loved,  the  unforgotten — where  is  she  ? 


Yet  I am  happy  in  my  distant  home  ; 

A sunny  sky  smiles  ever  over  me  ; 

And  let  what  will  from  God’s  good  pleasure  come, 
My  friend,  my  husband,  I have  always  iliee  : 

And  gaily  round,  our  laughing  treasure  plays 
In  all  the  winning  grace  of  childhood’s  ways. 

I never  can  be  lonely.  Where  I go 

With  these,  is  home  ; but  yearnings  fond  and  bland 
For  those  departed  days,  where  all  things  glow 
With  a bright  glory,  from  that  far-off  land, 

Wind  rouud  my  heart,  as  with  a magic  chain, 

Which  I must  kiss  ere  I unwind  again. 

Oh  ! days  for  ever  gone — for  ever  fair  ! 

Fair,  because  gone — oh,  sunbright,  youthful  days 
Are  ye  not  worth  one  earnest  thought,  one  care, 

One  heartfelt  lay,  devoted  to  your  praise  ? 

But  not  the  lays  of  au  immortal  tongue 
Could  give  me  back  the  days  when  I was  young. 

The  kindly  hands  which  mine  with  love  would  press 
The  beaming  eyes  that  with  affection  shone, 

The  loving  lips,  whose  sweet  and  pure  caress 
Still  marked  how  dear  that  young  beloved  one  : 
England  again  my  hopeful  eyes  may  see, 

But  these  can  never  be  the  same  to  me. 

Far,  far  from  those  whose  tender  watchings  bred  me 
Far  from  the  hedge-row  haunts  that  pleased  mj 
youth ; 

Far  from  the  friends  whose  gentle  teachings  led  me 
In  the  blest  ways  of  innocence  and  truth ; 

E’en  from  my  own  peculiar  Northern  Star, 

From  every  childish  memory,  I am  fiu- ! 


OLD  HOUSEHOLD  WORDS. 

Certain  persons  can  hardly  believe,  al- 
though they  live  in  the  middle  of  the  nine- 
teenth century,  and  to  whom  the  wonders  o! 
steam  and  electricity  are  familiar,  that  w€ 
have  distanced  our  respectable  ancestors  in 
scientific  knowledge.  We  purpose  offering  a 
few  illustrations  of  the  way  in  which  that 
knowledge  was  applied  to  medical  uses — tc 
quote,  in  short,  a few  genuine  Old  Household 
Words. 

The  science  of  judicial  astrology  has  few 
votaries  now  ; natural  philosophy  is  based  or 
rather  surer  principles  than  of  yore,  and  the 
healing  art  depends  upon  something  morel 
positive  than  spells.  But  exceptions  mayO 
yet  be  found  ; there  are  still  a select  fewH 
— the  country  readers  of  Zadkiel,  we  will 
suppose — who  prefer  the  charms  of  Aslimole 
and  the  sympathetic  powder  of  Sir  Keneln: 
Digby,  to  the  operations  of  Lawrence  or  the 
advice  of  Bright ; and  what  these  lovers  of  the 
temporis  acti  believe  in,  or,  at  all  events,  whal 
our  ancestors  pinned  their  faiths  to,  we  slial. 
here  expose. 

The  idea  was  suggested  to  us,  while  turn- 
ing over  some  of  the  Ayscough  MSS.  in  the 
British  Museum ; in  which  are  preservec 
some  very  striking  specimens  of  the  pharma 
ceutical  wisdom  of  our  forefathers.  A\  c 
thought  it  a pity  that  knowledge  so  valuable 
should  be  concealed  any  longer ; aud  althougl 


